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Summary:
Andrew gets caught with one of Ashleys winter sweaters.

Work Text:
"Andrewwwww!" Ashley called out across the house from the kitchen. It was a chilly winter afternoon and there was a light snowfall outside. And yet Andrew was nowhere to be found. She was going to offer to make them both hot chocolate but if he was going to vanish like that then more for her. As she turned to go back into the kitchen she heard it. The sound of an old ass chair creak. It was coming from the room next to where she was. What had once been a bathroom renovation was now an office space. Curious, Ashley went around and stuck her ear to the door.

"Fuck.... Ashley...." The moans of Andrew were faint and almost inaudible but Ashley could just make out what sounded like deep breaths and heavy breathing. That bastard was masturbating. He's maturbating, in the middle of the day, to HER, while she was right here. Ashley bit her lip, thinking about barging in on him and fucking him on the spot. But she thought better and slowly opened the door, leaving it cracked so she could peek inside.

There, with his back to the door, was Andrew. The erratic motions more than gave away his actions but the peculiar part was the muse of his art. Gripped in his right hand, sleeve falling down his bare thigh, was one of he winter sweaters. Specifically the one she fell asleep in last night. Ashley took the moment to recall last night...

The neighbors had hosted a holiday party and against her brothers advice, she had drank a cup too much of the eggnog. How could she not have? When someone says they bust out their best bourbon, are you going to let it go to waste? Unfortunately she still felt the aftermath pounding away at her skull as she watched her brother pleasure himself to the well worn sweater, huffing her scent from it like a drug.

With every passing second Ashley watched in amazement as she felt a warmth grow in her loins. She was more than honest with the fact that she gets drunk off his scent. Andrew abused it all the time just to get a rise out of her. He'd take off his shirt and toss it right at her face just to watch her squirm. Of course he'd never touch her afterwards. She even tried begging once, pleading to smother herself in him before opening herself to him. But even then, he'd smirk, kiss her passionately, and leave her wanting. Well no more. It was time to turn the tides.

Ashley quietly opened the door as to not alert her brother. Once she was certain the element of surprise was on her side, she crossed the small room and loomed over Andrew. She took in the sight for a moment, appreciating how slick the top of his hand was from precum, before she quickly leaned over him and grabbed onto his cock. 

"A-Ashley? What are you- ah- what are you doing?" Andrew whimpered out the question as if she wasn't stroking him off.

"Looks like someone might just be as depraved as his poor little sister.~" The teasing words flowed easily off of her tongue. She wished she could let something else flow off of it but this moment was too good to switch up. Ashley continued to slick her hand in his pleasure, making sure her fingers roughly grazed the underside of the head. "Now be a good boy and hug your sister."

Andrew complied, shifting slightly to face her more. The intent was clear and she loved it. He reached up to grab her current sweater, grazing her breast as he did, and pulled himself into her. Allowing the smell of roses fill his nostrils, he moaned into Ashley's side.

"You're a pervert, Andy. Hiding in the office with your sisters dirty clothes." She softly spoke into his ear, feeling him twitch in her hand when the words lit up his brain.

"You're the pervert, spying on me." Andrew found enough fight to retort, but the gentle squeeze of his shaft reminded him of what was going on. He groaned, his breath hitching in his throat.

"Should I count my bras? My panties? Oh, my sweet Andy. If you wanted to huff my sopping wet juices all you had to do was ask." She leaned a bit and took the top of his ear between her teeth and she worked only the tip of his cock. When she had nibbled him enough, she could tell he wanted more by the whine she heard when she pulled back. Resuming the full strokes, she picked up speed and picked up her goading.

"All this time, you could've been shoving your face deep in my snatch and taking the depeest breaths you could, Andy. In fact, I want you to. I want you to lap up my juices as you wallow in my arousal. I get so worked up for you, the least you can do is enjoy it." Andrews breathing got faster with each word she whispered to him. Soon, he'd climax and she wanted it all. Removing herself from his face, she got to her knees in front of him and shook her hair out of her face. With an open mouth, an open invitation, she continued her dirty talking.

"If you want, I'll snuggle up real close so we can watch a movie and when you can't handle it anymore I'll ride your face. Cum for me Andy. I want you to give it to me. Look at you, drunk off of me. There's nothing better than seeing you like this. Cum for me Andy, please."

She held onto that please, dragging it out long enough until she felt the telltale twitch of his coming orgasm. She opened her mouth and let the jet of white slam into her teeth before the next one hit her in the cheek. The rest hit the mark and graced her tongue with Andrews taste, the one she'd grown to love so much. With her free hand, she wiped his load off her face and into her mouth before swallowing. With staggered breath, Andrew smirked down at Ashley and spoke.

"So, round two?"